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Aftermath of seduction 


Disclaimer: | don't own Guns N' Roses and this isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. 


Duff snuggled into the soft bed and sighed, hugging the pillow closer to him. Axl brushed away a few loose 
strands of bleached blonde hair until drool started to form in the corner of his mouth. That was just gross. 


Duff giggled like a school girl and pushed the singer's hand away playfully. 


Axl smirked and pinched Duff on the side making him squeal. Duff huffed, looking annoyed but Axl knew he 
wasn't. Duff jumped on top of Axl, straddling his legs. Axl bent up for a kiss but Duff went back, leaving him 


with air. 


Axl growled and bucked his hips up but Duff once again denied him and pushed away. He of course had the 
height advantage but Axl was stronger and could easily drag him back down on the bed and take him but 


something was restraining him from doing so. 


Maybe the fact that Duff had his entire collection of assorted bandanna's hidden stopped any rough foreplay 


or maybe he just wanted to be nice.nah not Axl. 


Duff ran a hand threw his blonde hair and smirked evilly. He got up and took off the tight black leather pant's 
he had on and threw them on the floor. Next he placed the cowboy hat he was wearing on Axl's face, giggling. 


Axl put it on his head with a smirk and took a cigarette from the open pack on the night stand. Duff climbed 
up the bed and took the cigarette from his mouth, rolling it on his tongue. 


"You gonna do something." 


This was one of Duff's favorite games and Axl didn't mind playing along. He smirked and ran his hand along 
Duff's slender side. Duff wiggled slightly and nipped Axl's ear. 


"Are you?" 


Axl smirked and took out the stolen cigarette from Duff's mouth. "Already did, remember. Your turn" Duff 


frowned and sat up, folding his arms over his chest. 


"Snot how the game works. Now do me or I'll shred your bandannas." 


Axl snorted and rolled his eyes. "You wouldn't, your too sweet.” He didn't let Duff reply and lifted up to meet 
his lips in a kiss. Duff seemed to forget what he was about to say because his hand's wove in reddish blonde 


hair. 


Axl slid his skilled tongue into the wet cavern, making Duff moan His hands encircled his waste and Duff 


grinded into him. Axl jerked back as Duff bucked again. 


He whimpered and slipped his hand down Axl's pants but Axl took it out and kept it tightly by the other man's 
side. Duff whimpered and bucked his hips down again. 


Axl let out a low chuckle and grabbed a hold of Duff's ass, yanking it up and then down again. Duff squeezed 
one of Axl's stiff nipples and licked it all the while keeping his eyes hooked with Axl's. 


"You play dirty.” 


Duff thrust his hips into him again roughly and smirked. "I know." It was Axl's turn to whimper. He was now 


getting a tad frustrated. He flipped them over making Duff land on the bed. 


Axl ripped Duffs boxers off in one easy motion. Duff squeaked and covered himself with a pillow. Axl huffed 


and removed it. He stood up and slipped his own boxers off before returning to the bed. 


Duff was now entangled in the sheets and sniffing, Axl frowned. 


"What's wrong now?" 


"| feel exposed and you ripped my favorite pair of boxers. | hate you" 


Axl laughed to himself where Duff couldn't see because he would go all ballistic and shit. He covered Duffs 


body with his own in a loose embrace and kissed his ear. 


"Your the one who wanted to play, baby." Then without warning he pushed Duff off the bed roughly and tore 


the sheets away. There was a cruel glare in his gray eyes and it scared Duff. 


Axl ran a hand threw through his read locks before grabbing Duff by his bleach blonde hair and jerked him up 
painfully. Duff let out a loud yelp and tried to get away but Axl had a firm grip on his head. 


"You shouldn't start something you can't finish. This is what happens." Axl pushed Duff on to the bed and 
gripped his shaking knee. Tears gathered at the corners of Duff's beautiful hazel eyes and he screamed. 


Axl bit down on his shoulder when he thrust in to him. Duff gripped the bed for dear life and threw his head 
back in pain. Axl dug his finger nails into Duffs inner thigh and pushed harder. 


Tears ran clearly down Duff's face and he tried to whip them away but they wouldn't stop. Axl bit his neck 


and he let out a screech. Everyone in the hotel would be awake now. 


Axl threw his head back, seeming to pay no attention the man beneath him and only thrust harder. Duff's lips 


quivered and he tried to prop himself up on his elbows but Axl pushed him down again, growling. 


"S.Stop-p Axl. it. it HURTS!" Axl ignored him again and went deeper, feeling himself get close. Duff had stopped 
all thoughts of his escape or trying to plead with the singer and lay very quietly on the bed. 


Axl screamed when he came and collapsed beside Duff, chest weaving up and down. Duff turned on his side and 
curled up in a litle ball but he wasn't crying anymore. Axl frowned and reached his hand out to touch him but 


Duff shrugged it away. 


"Didn't like the game this time, babe?" Duff shook his head. Axl rolled his eyes and got up from the bed, 


putting on his boxers and pants. Duff watched him in the corner of his eye, waiting for him to leave. 


Axl took the last cigarette out of the pack and opened the door. He looked back at the broken man on the bed 


and smirked. "Games aren't always fun, some can be pretty painful. Remember that" 


He clicked his tongue and disappeared. Duff let out a muffled sob and rolled over but found there was an 
excruciating pain in his ass. He yelped and got off the bed #very* slowly but it still hurt. A lot. 


Duff looked at the empty pack of Cigarettes and frowned. "Son of a bitch raped me and he didn’t even leave 
one cigarette. Fucker."Well this is what he got for messing around with Axl Rose. Crazy bastard. 


But he knew Axl just got carried away, yeah that must have been it. He would never hurt him intentionally. Axl 


loved him, he was the only one that loved him and he couldn't loose him. 


Yeah, Axl didn't mean it but then why did his heart hurt. 


"Duff, what the hell, man? There's blood.Jesus!" 


Ahh, why do | ALWAYS make Axl the asshole? uu | feel bad because | always do that to him. Oh well I'll make 
it up to him! «sigh: and he's my favorite too. 


Blood stained sheets 


Disclaimer| don't own Guns N' Roses and this isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. Um | shoulda 
warned people in the last chapter, this is kind of a heavy subject.rape and all but there's a point to this story 
and as it progresses the point will be clear..yeah. Oh and there's Axl abuse..AGAINuu 


Slash looked at his friend in horror. Blood stained the wrinkled bed sheets and all around Duff's thighs. Duff 
didn't look at him and kept his eyes on the empty cigarette pack still lying on the night stand. 


After an awkward silence Duff glanced up but still didn't meet Slash's eyes. Slash slowly walked closer but 
stopped when Duff twitched. "Don't..don't come any closer Slash. l.l don't want you to..to see me like this.” 


Duff's hair was matted to his pale face. Slash didn't know what to do, he had a notion to ask Duff who did this 
but he kind of already had a clue but he also had to figure out some way to help him without scaring him. 


Damn, his morning sucked so far. He set his bottle of Jack on the floor and carefully approached the blonde. 
Duff didn't move this time and let himself be laid back on the bed. 


Slash examined Duff's thighs, they were cut up and looked like long nails had been dug into them. There was 


blood all around where he was sitting an it was starting to dry. 


He dropped the cigarette he was smoking. "Fuck..did..did Axl do this?" Duff seemed to snap to attention at the 


name and his eyes widened. 


"He. didn't meant too, Slash. He. he wouldn't do it on purpose! We. were playing a game and he got carried away 


that's all. Axl loves me, he..he wouldn't hurt me, u.understand" 


Slash shook his head, frowning. "Duff, if Axl loved you blood wouldn't cover you thighs. People who love each 
other don't do this." Duff shrugged. 


"He does love me.he's the only one that does.” he whispered. Slash looked taken aback 


"No he's not." Duff glanced at Slash and bit his lip. Slash stood up and rubbed the back of his head. Duff's eyes 
widened and he was about to speak but Slash cut him off. 


"Well anyway I'll get some towels and help you clean up" Duff nodded and gave him a small smile. Once Slash 


got in the bathroom he closed the door and brushed his hair out of his face. 


"Fuck" He grabbed some towels from the sink cabinet. He came back to see Duff trying to stand only to fall on 
the carpet. Slash dropped the towels and ran to the other man's side. 


"What the hell Duff. You should know you can't do that" He tried to look angry but found it hard with the 
hurt contorted with pain in Duffs face. He lifted Duff back on the bed carefully. 


Duff smiled at him and outlined his finger on Slash's lower lip. Slash raised an eyebrow. " What are you doing?" 
Duff chuckled and deepened his voice as he spoke so it sounded husky. 


"What do you want me to do?" Slash blushed and grabbed the towels from the floor, handing them to Duff and 
opened the door. 


"You can take care of that right? If you need me my rooms down the hall” Duff smiled brightly as if nothing 
was wrong and nodded. Slash picked up his bottle of Jack and shut the door, fully intent on finding and perhaps 


killing a certain redhead. 


He walked down the hall to Izzy's room and was about to open the door when he heard muffled sound's and 
decided to wait. He pressed his ear against the wall to hear better. He could make out Axl mumbling about 
something. "l.l think | crossed the line this time lz" 


Now there was clothing ruffling and it sounded like Izzy was closer to Axl. "Yeah, that you did man but you 
know..l'll always be here for you." Now it sounded like clothes on clothes which was a tad odd. Axl didn't usually 


hug people. 


"Thanks lz, you've always been a good friend” 


“That's all.just a friend?" Izzy sounded sarcastic. 


Axl chuckled. "Well a good fucking partner too." 


Slash gasped, narrowing his eyes. ‘That fucker! | knew it, he was cheating on Duff: Muffled kissing noises and 
clothing dropping was the last straw. He quickly opened the door, almost ripping it off its hinges and snarled 


out. 


"Fuck, | knew it! You little bastard" Axl was laid out on the floor with Izzy on top of him and his pants were 
halfway off. Axl glared up at Slash before pushing Izzy off him. 


"The fuck, you've been spying on mel?" Izzy laid back on the carpet and watched Axl try to put on his pants, 
snickering behind his hand. Slash snarled at Izzy, silently telling him to shut the fuck up or something will go up 
his ass tonight and it won't feel too good. 


Axl was red in the face, anger and embarrassment clearly shown. "Fuck you Slash. | can do whatever the hell | 


want." Slash shook his head, restraining himself from punching the loud mouth in his pretty little face. 


"You fuckings stay away from Duff!" he hissed. Axl shrugged, not really paying attention and put on a blue 
button up shirt that really brought out his eyes.but he didn't bother too button it up. 


"What | do with him is my business, got that" Axl turned around to help Izzy up. Slash glared at the back of 
the singers head, wishing it would explode. He sighed. 


"Whatever, your just to fucked up man, take your head out of your ass sometime. Maybe then you'll see what 


you did to Duff." 


He didn't know if he *could® blame Axl for how fucked up he was. You'd be fucked up to if you had a father 
that raped you and then got a step-father that beat you. It's really not a wonder that he can't stick with a 


relationship or has sudden mood changes. Izzy's the only one that can bring him out of those to. 


But that was no excuse to just fucking *rape* someone who's totally devoted to you or cheat on them, what 


the fuck Duff sure as hell didn't deserve the last one, he didn't deserve anything but what could he do? 


Slash's temper had boiled down and he relised something. He was to tired for this mental shit so he bid Axl and 
his friend good day and left. Once he got to his room and opened the door he collapsed. Shit, This was only the 


morning. 


Damn. 


(C1 DID IT AGAINII!! God, Axl just can't be nice in my fics and now | feel sooo bad for what | did to Duff. | like 
Izzy in this though so that's a plus. XD oh sorry about the shirt and eyes part, | couldn't resist. uu 


Shards of a broken mirror 


Disclaimer: | don't own Guns N' Roses and this isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. 


Duff woke up with a pained scream, sweat covered his face and tears were in the corners of his eyes, 


threatening to fall. He covered his thin body with his arms and sobbed quietly. 


The same recurring dream every damn night, reminding him of what happened at least a week ago. He hadn't 


talked to Axl at all since then but Slash had told him quite a few things he hadn't been aware of. 
Now he fucking hated Izzy. 


The door creaked open slowly causing him to jump. A head popped into the room followed by a body. " S.Slash?" 
Duff was getting a little nervous. 


The person sat on the edge of his bed. Duff could now make out long hair and a muscular chest. He squeaked 
in a tiny voice, not liking the looks of the shadowed figure. 


He reached out to him and touched Duffs shoulder, pulling them closer together. "Duff.'m sorry..about..you 
know." Crap it was Axl. This was bad. He couldn't move in fear of Axl hitting him or doing something *much* 


worse. Axl was capable of anything. 


Axl continued, unaware of Duff's flinching. "I went to far. Something snapped and it was like | had no control. 
You understand right?" Duff smiled, he knew Axl still loved him so he cuddled into the embrace. 


"You still love me then but." Duffs eyes turned cold" what about..*lzzy*?" Axl's steel orbs widened and he 
looked down at the blonde. 


"What did Slash tell you?" Duff pushed away slightly to meet Axl's gaze. 


"That..you and Izzy really are screwing around on mel Fuck, did you think | wouldn't find out? ‘Good old Duff, he 


won't care if | fuck around with my best friend’? Well guess what | do care!" 


Axl shook his head, for the first time in a long while speechless but Duff had more to say. "Why? Aren't | 
good enough for you?" Axl nodded his frantically. 


"You are Duff but |." Duff shook his head, tears were moving in little trails down his face. He turned his head 


to the side, voice barley above a whisper. 


"The why'd you have to hurt me." It wasn't a question but Axl took it as one. 


"Duff, I'm fucking sorry alright! | broke it off with Izzy after Slash found us--" Before he could finish loud 


pounding erupted from the wall. 


"Would you two shut the fuck up! Some people are *trying® to fucking sleep at this hour." Steven roared. Axl 
glared at the wall but didn't say anything. 


Duff laid back in the bed and pulled the covers around him. Axl laid beside him, arms encircling the other 
man's waste tenderly. "Give me a second chance Duff. | promise everything will be okay and I'll treat you right. 


Please?" 


Duff sighed. Then he wiggled around so he was facing the singer. "You promise this time, | mean for real. No 
molesting me or cheating?" Axl nodded, hugging the bass guitarist closer to him. 


"| promise." 


In the other room.clothes were thrown about and a broken mirror laid in the corner, shards reflecting the 


tears from the brunette on the floor. Izzy's hands wove in his hair, pulling it painfully. 


"I knew he would do this to me." He sobbed before picking up a cigarette from the pack on the floor by the 
flipped over table and lit it. Little rings of smoke came out from his nose. "It was the way he told me that 
pissed me off." 


‘Iz, we can't sleep together anymore. Sorry, man: |zzy snarled. He never usually looses his cool but this made 
him mad. Really mad. To the point where he wanted to fucking punch someone. Manly Duff but it really didn't 


matter. 


He whipped his tears away, leaving red marks where they once fell. Why was he mad at Duff? He didn't do 
anything, technically he was the ‘victim’ in all this shit. He should be pissed at Axl. He's the one who hurt him 
and Axl was his best friend. 


But the fact that Axl liked Duff more than him hurt worse than anything. He's known Axl for how many 
years? Since preschool, hell Axl was the first person he lost his virginity to at the ripe young age of fifteen. 


But he stills likes Duff better. 


Izzy clutched his head, covering his ears with his hands at the sounds coming from the room so close to his." 
Goddamnit." Why did they have to fuck *now*, of all times. He noticed the cigarette had long since burned out 
into ash at his bare feet. 


That was his last one. 


Life sucked sometimes. 


Hmmm, | hope that was the right decision | made, getting Axl and Duff back together for the moment. Aww no 
Slash in this chapter. Well I'll make it up to him! Next chapter's longer anyway. 


Remember kids, playing with a hammer isnt safe 


Disclaimer] don't own Guns N' Roses and this story isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. 


"Ahh, Oh my god, Axl!" 


Slash covered his head with his pillow but Duff's voice could still be heard. He growled when something hit the 
wall. He'd lost all sympathy for Duff about one hour ago and now *really* wanted to kill him and the manager 
of the hotel for putting in such thin walls. 


"Like that?" 
"Yes, dear god yes! Do it again." 


‘Eww: God must hate him, yep that must be it. Why else is he the one that has to hear this shit. First thing 
in the morning he was trading rooms with Steven.wait fuck his room was on the other side of Duff and Axl's. 


That ideas shot. Wait Izzy.. 
Then he was trading with Izzy. 
"Ohh right there! Do it again" 
Fuck it. Right now. 


Slash got up, cigarettes in hand and made a mad dash for the door, opening and closing it in one swing. He ran 


as fast as his feet would take him to the rhythm guitarists room, ignoring the.sex talk from down the hall. 


He skipped knocking and just barged in. Izzy was in the corner by a shattered mirror, pulling his hair out. Slash 
gave him a sympatheitc look before walking over and picking him up. The door was already opened so all he had 


to do was toss. 


Izzy landed on his ass right outside the door. Slash smirked, Izzy glared. "What the fuck Slash?" Slash shrugged 
before closing the door and locking it. He chuckled to himself before landing on the bed, curling up. 


He was about to close his tired eyes when someone..no Izzy started pounding on his door. "You fucker! Get the 
fuck out of there or | swear to Jesus Christ | will break this damn door down!" 


Slash ignored him. Izzy couldn't break down a door, he could barley lift one. Slash started to fake snore in 
hopes the guitarist would get the message and LEAVE but no not Izzy, persistent bastard. 


"I know your not sleeping, your snores sound like dying animal mating calls! Now get your lazy ass out of my 
fucking room. | am in no mood for this shit!" Again Slash ignored him. 


After a few minutes he finally closed his eyes. Izzy gave up. He nearly fell out of the bed when a hammer 


came threw the door again and again, making a huge hole. That got him up. 


"Izzy what the helll? Where'd you get a fucking hammer man?" Izzy didn't reply and kept hacking at the door. 
All the doors on the hotel floor opened. People stuck their heads out, obviously annoyed with all the outburst 


and now the extremely loud pounding sound. 


Axl stepped out of his door, nothing but tight black shorts on. "The fuck? Izzy." Izzy didn't respond and 


continued his little project. He rushed over and tried to take the hammer out of the crazed man's hands. 


"lz, give me the fucking hammer!" By this time almost all the guest returned to their rooms, almost 
frightened. Duff stuck his head out to see why Axl had to stop fucking him and see what was wrong. When he 


saw |zzy about to smack Axl in the face with a fucking hammer he snapped to attention 


"Axl! Izzy stop!" Izzy growled at Duff, not letting go of the tool. Axl poked him in the stomach, Izzy hunched a 
little but still didn't let go. Only when Slash opened the door and wacked him in the head did he drop it. 


He also fell over. 


Steven caught him. Where did Steven come from? Fuck if any of them knew so they did the only reasonable 
thing. Shrugged. Well no Duff ran over to Axl and hugged him for being so cool er brave. 


Slash rolled his eyes. Why because Slash is the only sane one who thinks to go check on poor Izzy who went 
fucking insane because of a room not to mention so fucking cool or maybe something else was bothering him, 
Slash was going to find out. 


Why because he didn't want to hear Axl and Duff's sex talk.and he was really bored now. Fucking mood 
changes. Goddamn them to hell. He opened Steven's closed door, what the fuck? When did he close it and saw 
Izzy on the bed, face sunk in the lumpy pillow. Steven was rubbing his back in little circles. 


Weird. 


Slash stepped closer, Steven looked up and glared. "Why couldn't you have just let him in? Now there's a 
fucking HUGE hole in the door that we'll probably have to pay for!" Steven's voice was now giving him a 
headache. 


"I didn't think he'd get all.fucked up and shit." Steven gave him a look that clearly said he did but didn't say 
anything and kept petting Izzy like some sort of farm animal. 


Slash sighed and turned around to leave. Izzy wasn't going to talk to him tonight so he's find out what the fuck 


was wrong with him in the morning. He was now tired again. 


Goddamn mood swings. 


"OH God Axl!" 


Goddamn Duff. 


Okay..| have so much time on my hands it's not funny. This is my fav chapter so far but the crapy attempts 
at comedy won't last. Next chapters full of juicy angst-.-' God | wanna get this over soon 


Tight lite short shorts 


Disclaimer: | don't own Guns N' Roses and this story isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. 


Slash growled. It just wasn't fair, he was a good person right. Yeah he considered himself one. So then why was 
he stuck cleaning up the stupid broken mirror that IZZY broke in his craziness. 


‘Ouch, damnit” A shard was lodged in his finger. Stupid shitty maid service. Stupid Izzy. STUPID AXL AND DUFF! 
My god, if they'd stop screwing every five seconds he wouldn't have such a fucking HUGE headache and 


maybe this damn mess wouldn't have happened. 
"Done yet?" He got up from the dirty floor to look at Axl smirking at him. 


| hate you..a lot” Axl shrugged and brushed his hair out of his face. Slash squinted his eyes, trying to look 


menacing but instead looking cross eyed. 


‘lm not the one who caused Izzy to go crazy, hmm who was it?.." Axl scratched his chin like an asshole. "Oh 


yeah. You." Slash glared, forgetting about his finger which was still bleeding deeply. 
"You could at least help me, it was your fault too asshole." Axl looked taken aback. 
"How was it my fault. | saved his life if anything." Slash snorted. 


"No you didn't, Izzy's not that strong so it should have been pretty easy to get that.hammer away from him. 
How..did he get ahold of one anyway?" Axl shrugged then blushed. 


"Uh..." Slash shook his head and put his hands up. 


"Never mind, you sick fucker." Axl laughed until he relized what Slash meant. 


"No! No, where the hell would | put it?" Slash shrugged. 


"You'd find a place." Axl huffed and walked away..or across the hall. Slash glared at the door. It still had a hole 
in it because nobody felt like replacing it. He heard a thump come from Axl's room but didn't pay attention to 
it. 


The manager didn't even seem to care when Steven told him. He acted bored. Duff came stomping through the 


hall with a scowl. Slash raised an eyebrow at his ensemble. 


Weird looking cowboy boots, knee high purple stockings that well.hugged his knees suggestively, tight baby blue 
biker shorts that had splits going up the sides so you could see his ass if you looked hard enough, no shirt and 
black eye liner that looked kind of runny. Slash was getting the idea that he became a striper or.something. 


A fucking hot striper. Wait no that wasn't his thought it was mine, sorry. Slash looked around the room 
suspiciously until Duff came up too him and pointed at his finger. He didn't understand. 


"Your finger." 


"What about it?" Still not understanding. 


Duff tilted his head cutely. "It's bleeding.” 


Slash made and 'O' with his lips before accutuly talking. "I know. Why do you look like a male striper?" 


Duff shrugged, finger forgotten again even though it left a huge blood stain on the dirty carpet and the shard 
of mirror had fallen out of it. "I like this outfit” He swirled around like one of those professional fashion models 


except it looked stupid. "Don't you think | look cute." 


Slash ignored him and went back inside Izzy's room to finish cleaning up IZZY'S mess. Duff started whining 


annoyingly until he stopped and almost went in the room Axl went into. 


Slash didn't like that so he grabbed Duff's arm and pulled him into his room. Duff started whining again. 


Apparently Duff thought he needed more sex. 


Slash didn't think so. He was very tempted to murder him but then he'd be the one to find a new bass 
player..and he liked Duff. A lot. He thought Duff was a hot piece of ass. 


Wait no that was me again. 


Who was Slash kidding it was him. 


"Slash did you say | was a hot piece of ass, dude?" 


Crap. Slash blinked then his eyes widened and turned into to diner plates. "No." Duff was about to question again 
but Izzy barged through the door to his screwed up room. 


"We're out of alcohol. Duff | have carefully selected you, Slash and Steven here to go get us some more." 


Steven popped his head into the room at the sound of his name being called Kind of like a dog. 


Duff glared. "NO fucking way in hell am | leaving you alone with Axl! Ill stay here and you go." Slash smirked at 
Izzy's attempt to get Axl alone and most likely seduce him. He tried to do that with Duff plenty of times but 


it, for some reason, never worked. 


Izzy snarled. He did that a lot lately. Slash wanted to laugh at him but didn't in fear of his own life. "I'm not 
trying to take your stupid boyfriend, Mckagan." The room fell silent.. 


Duff huffed and folded his arms over his slightly muscular chest. "Could have fooled me the way | saw you 
looking at him in the lobby." This was interesting, so Duff, Axl and Izzy were all down stairs and suddenly came 
up one by one to what talk to Slash? Izzy shrugged making Duff gasp. 


"I knew it, you still haven't given up on taking him yet, have you. You litte slut!" Uh-oh Slash didn't like where 


this conversation.argument was going. He cleared his throat but neither man seemed to notice and continued 


their battle of wits. 


"Slut? Um excuse me, l'm not the one who looks like a cheap hooker." That kind of offended Slash. 


"Cheap! Fuck you." 


‘Sorry, but it was your boyfriend | had in my bed" Jesus, Izzy was gonna get bitch slapped if Slash didn't do 
something. Did he? Fuck no. Somehow Steven's brain kicked in and he pulled Izzy away before Duff could land a 
good hit. 


Duff growled. Slash snickered to himself before a boot hit him in the head. That pissed him off. "What the 
fuck! | didn't do anything." Duff glared. 


"You were laughing, you bastard." Slash slumped his shoulders. Then something struck him and it wasn't Duff's 
shoe this time. 


"Where's Axl?" He knew where Axl was but by now he should have heard the exchange between the two idiots 
er men. Something smelled fishy. Duff nodded almost seething when Izzy mimicked him. 


Slash walked over to the hotel room the redhead had gone into. He pressed his ear to the door in case of 


some mysterious sounds. There were none and now he was getting really suspicious. What was he doing in 
there? 


He looked to Duff who in turn looked at Steven who was in the middle of stabbing Izzy with his finger. Idiots. 
God these people were stupid, Slash apparently was the only smart one because he rolled his eyes and opened 


the door. 


He started laughing hystericly. Axl was laid out on the floor in a pool of blood, a hammer not to far from his 
face but there was a string attached to it. Okay so maybe this wasn't so funny. No, it really wasn't but Slash 


is weird. 


He stopped though when Duff knocked him over to get into the room. "Axl! What the hell happened!" Yeah, that 


wasn't an obvious question. Izzy shrieked and ran over to Axl's other side..which was like five steps and it 


looked all dramatic and shit. 


"The hammer was supposed to hit Duff! No." Izzy mumbled that out loud. Everyone but Axl stared at Izzy 


creepily. Axl couldn't because he was unconscious. Duh 


Duff glared at him then lifted Axl's blooded head into his lap. It really wasn't bleeding that bad. Axl slowly 
opened his eyes to see blurred figures and sat up only to be knocked down again by Duff. 


"Stay down baby, Slash get some fucking towels, Steven, you get a bucket of water, Izzy go to hell you fucking 
bastard." Izzy got up but then stopped, relization hitting him like a brick and glared at Duff. 


Axl pushed Duff away and sat up. "It didn't hit me that hard. l'm fine." Slash came back and threw the towels 
at Axis head. 


"Then why were you bleeding if you weren't hurt so bad. What happened" Axl glared at Slash. 


| came in here and a hammer dropped on my fucking head" Slash smirked mentally. So that was the noise. He 
looked over to Izzy who looked extremely guilty and sorry. He felt bad for him.even if he could have killed 


someone. 


Was he going soft? 


Naw. 


He glanced at Duff's legs all the way up to his ass. Damn him. 


This was like the Hotel from hell. 


When were they going to leave this place anyway? 


| was going to continue the chapter but.it was getting to long..and | don't feel like typing it. But YESSSS III! My 
mom is FINALLY going to buy me a GOOD guitar!!! :cries tears of joy: Its sad that | have to ask her 
though..U.U jus had to get that out of my system...yeah. 


Water in the bucket 


Disclaimer] don't own Guns N' Roses and this story isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. 


Axl was laying on the hotel bed with his arm over his forehead dramatically while Duff ran his hand threw 
Axls reddish blonde hair. Izzy was sitting in a far off corner, knees pressed against his stomach. Slash was 
sleeping on the floor beside Axl's bed because..he didn't feel like getting up and moving. Steven had long since 


went to the store, came back with alcohol and got wasted. 


Duff glared at Izzy evilly, silently plotting his untimely demise. Izzy narrowed his eyes, Axl moaned. Slash woke 
up. 


"I thought you weren't hurt #too% bad. What happened?" he sneered. Axl glared at his direction before 
whimpering to Duff. 


"DuuuuuufffffF, can you do something about him. If you don't | might die." Duff gasped and then hugged Axl 
tight. 


"NO! STAY AWAY FROM THE LIGHT!" Everyone excluding Duff sighed. Axl sat up on his knees and took Duff in 


his arms. A mysterious growl could be heard from somewhere in the room but it went ignored. 


"Duff.l'm not going to." He was about to say die but then got this really smug look on his face then grinned 
like an idiot. "I am going to die. I've lost far to much blood. Please don't cry for me when I'm gone." He then 


began to fake cry. 


Duff's lip quivered. Slash who heard every word of this bull shit busted out laughing only to get a pillow 
thrown at his face. Ouch. Duff ran out of the room crying like a little girl. but it sounded really high pitched 


and crackled. 


Slash snorted. "Why did you tell him that?" Axl stopped his little ‘moment and got up, shrugging. 


Felt like it." Then he smirked and looked at Izzy who blushed for some odd reason. Izzy was weird like that. 
Slash glanced from one to the other, not liking them at all 


Axl walked over to the depressed looking guitarist who looked brighter with every step he took. Slash sighed. 
Axl finally reached him but it seemed to take FOREVER. Goddamn how long does it take for you to walk a few 
steps. Well if your Axl Rose it must take at least five fucking minutes. Prick. 


He outstretched his hand all dramatically. Izzy's eyes lightened up. There hand's intertwined and he helped Izzy 
up. They stayed like that for at least a minute. Slash counted on his wrist watch. 


Axl pulled away, hair doing that woosh thing and smacking poor Izzy in the face. Izzy sighed, Slash laughed and 
Duff continued to cry from out in the hall like a little prison bitch who got rubbed the wrong way. Oh shut up, 


I'm not good with analogies so sue me. 


Axl went out in the hall to aid his tearful lover. Izzy shook his head, glaring at a still laughing Slash. Slash was 
unfazed and only laughed harder. Izzy kicked him in the stomach. 


"Fuck" Slash grabbed his belly in pain, curling up like a cat would. Izzy smiled, proud of himself until he heard a 
thump from the hall, clothes falling and rubbing sounds. Slash's eyes widened in silent horror although he 


wasn't silent for long. 


Izzy fell to his knee's and cover his head. Slash recovered from the assault and got up. He stepped out side the 
open door. His jaw dropped when he saw Duff grinding into Axl, bandanna in Axl's mouth. He tilted his head. 


Axl didn't seem like the type who could take it but there he was, Duff pounding into him. Damn. Slash got an 
idea. Steven left the un-used bucket of water right beside his leg. Hmm. 


He looked at Izzy who stopped covering his face and was now on his other side. Izzy nodded. He didn't say 
anything to him.weird. Slash picked up the bucket and slowly approatched the two.lets say freaks. 


He smiled. 


So did lzzy but then relized the water would get on Axl and tackled Slash. 


Slash shrieked. 


Axl and Duff continued to fuck. 


Izzy bit Slash on the neck. Slash kicked Izzy in the balls, making him roll over. Slash frowned. The water was 
now laying by Duffs cowboy boots, amazingly not spilt. He crawled army style and grabbed it. His hand shook 
when Duff moaned, thrusting harder into Axl. 


Eww. 


Slash stood up and smirked. He tossed the water on Axl's erection, making his eyes widen and he screamed. 


Slash jumped behind Izzy who had gotten up. Slash tossed the bucket by his feet. 


Axl glared and pushed Duff away. He pulled up his tight black shorts that hugged his thighs and made him look 
sexy as hell. He cracked his knuckles and slowly, to make him look cooler probably, approached Izzy. Duff 
laughed. 


Izzy ‘eeped' and ran away to Steven's unlocked room and went inside, locking the door. Axl looked pissed. Duff 
had now pulled up his cute little biker/hooker shorts and snuggled up to Axl's side. 


"Fucker." Slash crawled behind the door so he wouldn't raise suspicion. Dumbass. Duff quickly relized what 
happened plus he saw Slash crawl away and he kicked the door like four times, making it hit Slash in the head. 


Slash was knocked unconscious. Axl dragged Duff to the bed, erection re-newed. Izzy hid himself in the corner 
of Steven's room, sobbing. Steven had long since passed out, drool forming at his mouth and running down his 


chin onto his Led Zeppelin shirt. 


Izzy's sobs soon stopped and where replaced with annoying growls and snarls. He now had grown some balls and 
opened Steven's door. He walked right in on Duff and Axl, glaring. 


"Axl what happened? Am | not a good fuck anymore?" Axl stopped mid-thrust. He turned to face Izzy not 


caring that his sexy black shorts were half way down his legs. 


Duff laid eerily quiet on the bed. Legs wrapped around the singers slender waste. Axl sighed. Obviously this was 
going to come out sometime. Okay he didn't really care though. 


"Can't his wait, l'm doing something." Izzy rolled his eyes and sat on the edge of the bed. 


"Your always busy doing it with *him*®. I'm your best friend, don't | deserve some attention?" 


Duff growled. 


Axl hugged Izzy. 


Duff tackled Izzy and threw him to the ground. 


Cat fight. 


C'mon you knew it was gonna happen 


Haha, cliffhanger. Not really, like you guys care. How did this story become a comedy? Its supposed to be 


angst..ch well, 


Somebody needs to get laid.. 


Disclaimer: | don't own Guns N' Roses and this isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. 


Duff had pinned Izzy to the floor and started ripping his hair out. Axl who has been watching all of this so far 
had his hand down his shorts while he kept his eyes glued on the scene in front of him. 


It did kind of look like a cheap porn movie or maybe Axl was just to horny all the time.l'll go with the first one. 
Anyway lzzy bit Duffs arm, not hard enough to draw blood though. Duff went for his eyes, nails scratching 


his cheek. Duff's biker shorts had fallen down so Axl could see almost all his ass. 


Axl's breathing got heavier. His hand moved faster. Izzy grabbed Duff's hair, pulling at it. They started slapping 
each other and oddly enough pulling at their clothes. Duff ripped Izzy's shirt open, clawing at his pale chest. 


Slash regained consciousness. He looked at Duff trying to stick his long ass legs around Izzy's throat then he 
glanced at Axl who was in the middle of jacking off, hand just a blur. 


Slash wanted to cry. 


His headache was back and he had blood running down his fucking face. Duff's stupid boots hit hard..hit the 
door hard that is which knocked him out. No one even bothered to help him. Such good friends he had. 


Well.he did interrupt their *moment*. What they have A LOT of moments, couldn't he have a little fun. | think 


everyone knows the answer to that. Okay, I'll tell you anyway. 
No. 


Slash eyed the fight suspiciously..for some reason. He then relised Duff was naked and he also relised the bulge 
in his now tight pants. Izzy was trying to rip Duff's legs off his body by doing a cheap pro wrestler stunt 
which | don't feel like explaining so use your imagination. Or watch WWE. 


Axl had FINALLY taken care of his bodily needs and tried to pull Izzy away from Duff only resulting in him 
getting hit in the face with Duff's cowboy boot. 


Izzy relised he'd hit Axl and gasped, running to his side. Duff glared but then looked down at himself and 
squealed loudly, making Slash's head hurt much worse. Even though Duff screamed he didn't make a move to 
try and cover himself. 


Instead he pushed Izzy out of the way and shoved his cock in Axl's face.. because Duff is needy and jealous 
and really fucking tall so when he stood on his knees, it looked like Duff wanted him to give him a blow job. 


Axl was getting turned on. 


You could see it in his face..er.crotch. 


Goddamn. How many times is that today plus masturbation Yes that counts. 


Slash didn't want to see Duff and Axl do at it AGAIN so he got up. Stood there and brushed invisible dirt off 
his pants before doing something because Slash is cool and needs to look it but it really only made him look 


lazy which he is. 


He slowly walked over to Duff and kicked him in the side meanly. Then he put his foot on Izzy's stomach, 


preventing him from moving. 


Problem solved. 


Except Izzy couldn't breathe because he was considerably smaller than Slash. Was that Slash's problem 
though? Fuck no. Axl seemed to calm his self the fuck down because he was pulling his long beautiful reddish 
blonde hair back in a bandanna that Duff had returned earlier and he changed his tight black sexy shorts into 
tight black LEATHER pants. LEATHER! 


Slash drooled er.Sorry. 


Izzy had punched Slash's leg, making him buckle and fall down but he still looked damn cool doing it. His hair did 
this slow motion thing like in the Matrix, it was awesome. Axl laughed like an idiot. A sexy idiot: 


Slash glared and everything went back to normal. "Would you two stop fucking fighting like wet cats and help 
me the fuck up!" Axl ignored him and instead picked up Duff. Duff squealed like a bride on her wedding night. 


Izzy, very tired and had no drugs or alcohol in his system, didn't move. Instead he curled up in a little balls and 
went to sleep. These people were thick headed. 


"Somebody?" Slash could have gotten up on his own but wasn't thinking straight. You wouldn't either if Duff 
was in nothing but purple stocking and cowboy boots. Showing off that perfect ass. 


Damn that was a nice piece of ass. 


Axl glared at him while Duff's jaw dropped. Slash tilted his head in confusion..crap he said it out loud again 
didn't he. "Slash do you like me?" Slash nodded his head but then relised that that meant he said he liked Duff 
so he shook his head. 


He apparently didn't know how to talk. 


Axl did. 


"Fucker, Duff's mine! That means hands off, bitch." Duff beamed, cuddling up closer to Axl and rubbed his 
groin. Slash sighed. 


"| don't want Duff, asshole." Duff frowned, insulted. 


"Then why did you-~" 


"Because I'm horny as hell and haven't got laid in days." Axl made an 'O' with his mouth, nodding 
sympathetically. Duff squinted is eyes. Izzy started to snore. Duff glared and jumped down from Axl's arms, 


grabbing a sock and sticking it in Izzy's mouth. 


He then pinched his nose so he couldn't breathe. Axl starred stupidly. Slash tackled.knocked Duff over from his 


crouched position on the floor with his foot. 


Axl threw his head back and slumped his shoulders. 


"|. Need. Alcohol" Slash grinned. 


"You and me both." They left arm in arm to go find Steven who had all the whiskey and Jack in his room not 
to mention drugs. Izzy snorted and rolled over. Duff just laid there naked, trying to come up with another way 


to kill Izzy. 


He looked over at the pillow... 


Perfect. 


He started to laugh loudly until Izzy moved. Then he stopped. Izzy went back to sleep. 


So retarded... 


One more chapter left of this insanity. 


Leather paddles, ball gags and vanilla ice cream 


Disclaimer: | don't own Guns N' Roses and this story isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. Oh LOTS of 


sex ahead and it's kinda kinky. Okay really kinky. 


Once Slash and Axl had a fair amount of Jack in them and a few shots of Vodka they surprisingly acted 
normal. Everything seemed to calm down too, Izzy had woken up and was in Axl's lap while Axl ran a hand 
threw his hair sweetly. Slash had went to sleep with a huge smile on his face. Steven was still passed out on 
his bed, drooling. 


There was only one problem. Duff was missing. 


No one knew..okay no one really cared where he went because he creeped them out when he tried to suffocate 
Izzy with a pillow. Axl didn't mind the silence one bit so he didn't bother to look Besides Duff was fine on his 


own... 
Right... 


Hell no. The last time he went missing was Axl's Twenty fith birthday party. He was later found in a thong with 


drag queen make up on stuffed in a trash can with a boa around his neck. 


Axl shuddered. That was not Duff's finest hour. Or day. It gave Axl nightmares. That's it, he was going to find 
Duff. He moved Izzy away from his lap and got up only to have a hand grab his. He turned around, Izzy was 
looking at him with a very seductive smile. 


He could never resist that smile. 


Axl sighed and laid back down, thoughts of finding Duff forgotten. He'll turn up. Izzy's hands were all over his 
chest and his mouth was on his erect nipple. Axl moaned. Loudly. Oddly no one woke up. Slash's foot twitched 
though. 


Izzy moved his hand lower, gliding it over strawberry blonde hairs that stuck out from his tight leather pants. 
Axl wove his hands threw Izzy's hair and bucked his hips. Izzy smirked, sliding down his pants. 


Axl threw his head back when Izzy stuck his tongue out, licking at the tip slowly. He spread Axl's legs apart 


wider and took a seat between them, continuing his ministrations. 


Another hand, much too pale to be Izzy's massaged his other nipple. Hmm wonder who it could be? I'll give you 


a guess he has blonde hair. Axl looked up meeting lustful hazel eyes. 


| hope you all know where this is going. 


| do. 


Duff jumped on top Axl, knees on both sides of his built but slender torso. That was at the same time Izzy 
had taken his cock into his mouth. Duff rubbed his hands all over. His tongue darted out to lick Axl's rosy lips. 


Izzy sucked with passion, mouth and hand becoming one. Duff took Axl's ear between his teeth, sucking on the 
lobe while his finger explored Axl's mouth. Axl sucked the tip of his finger lightly. 


This must have been a gift from God. 


Duff moved down to his neck and nipped at his Adams apple before placed his lips on his collar bone. Axl 
thrust in Izzy's mouth, hands rubbing Duff's ass, cupping the cheeks. 


Duff crawled up so was almost smacking Axl in the face. Axl finally came and Izzy swallowed every last drop. 
Axl eagerly took Duffs erection into his mouth, flipped them over so Duff was on the bottom and bobbed his 


head up and down. 


Izzy took Axis hips in his hands, positioning his cock at his entrance. When he thrust in Axl squealed, not 
expecting the intrusion but not stopping it all the same and only sucked Duff harder. 


Duff groaned, digging his fingers into Axl's hair. Izzy started to move and grabbed Axls new erection, squeezing 


it. Axl closed his eyes, he could feel Duff getting close so he started pumping what wasn't in his hot mouth. 


Izzy thrusted harder and bit Axl's shoulder. Duff let out a scream as he came and started to wither around. 
Axl kept his eyes locked with Duff's as best he could, not letting a drop of cum escape his mouth. 


Izzy dug his nails into Axl's hips, leaving crescent moon shape marks. Axl clenched his ass muscales so they 


squeezed Izzy's cock. Izzy threw his head back, licking his dry lips. 


Duff reached over Axl and stuck his wet tongue in Izzy's mouth. Izzy responded with force, fighting for 
dominance. Izzy collapsed onto Axl, breaking his heated kiss with Duff. 


Suddenly a leather paddle, ball gag and a gallon of vanilla ice cream appeared by Duff's hand. He raised his 
eyebrows in confusion but also delight. They hadn't been there a second a go.had they? Oh well, all of it WILL 


be useful. 


Very useful. 


You know where this is going. 


Axl glanced at the..goodies, his eyes lighting up like Christmas trees. He smirked before he looked t the two 


men on the floor, grins adoring their faces as well. "Shall we boys?" 


Duff picked up the paddle while Izzy put the ball gag in Axl's mouth. Axl didn't resist when he was thrown back 


down on the floor, ass in the air. Duff got really close and wacked his round rump, making him hiss around the 
gag. 


Izzy took the ice cream and dug his fingers into it. Then he smeared it on Axl's stomach, generously. Duff 
preceded in smacking his ass pink all the while planting soft kisses accompanied by savage bites on his shoulder 


and lower back. 


Izzy's tongue darted out to lap at the dessert, making little patterns. Axl moaned and flipped his head back. His 
hand shot out to grab a hold of Izz's brown mane when he dipped his skilled tongue in his navel. 


Axl used his other hand to pump Izzy's erection as fast as he could. Duff, now satisfied that Axl's ass was red 
enough, thrust in Axl shrieked but it was muffled and cracked, he almost let go of Izzy. 


Izzy had now licked up all the sticky substance with clouded eyes. His next target was Duff's nipple. Duff had a 
nice rhythm going but when Izzy took his hard bud into his mouth it was knocked off course and he was 
blindly pounded in Axl without grace. 


Axl came and collapsed on the floor the second time that day, his hand fell off Izzy's erection and was replaced 
with Duff's mouth. Izzy clamped his hand down on Duff's blonde locks as he sucked him off. Axl laid there, 


eyes closed and breathing returning to normal. 


Izzy didn't last very long and soon spilt into the blondes waiting mouth, head thrown back and sweat covering 
his face. Duff kissed him, letting him taste his own seed before cuddling up to Axl's side and rubbing his taunt 


stomach. 


Izzy did the same and they ALL smiled Axl was the one to break the silence though, of course. "We WILL do 
this again" Duff shook his head so fast, strands of his hair came out, Izzy just nodded. 


"Yeah you guys have got to do that again" Three sets of jaws flung open Apparently they had forgotten about 


the other occupents of the room. Slash was on his knees, pants had an odd wet spot located near his groin. 


So that was where the toys minus the ordinary ice cream came from. 


Slash was one kinky motherfucker. 


Steven snorted and rolled over, still sleeping like a rock. A dumb rock. 


If Axl had the energy he'd of smacked the guitarist. Izzy did it for him, knocking Slash out then he snuggled 
back to Axl's side and went to sleep. Axl turned his head to meet Duff's innocent stare. 


He leaned up to those pouty lips and gave him a sweet kiss. "Thank you." Duff beamed. 


"Well Izzy is pretty hot so | don't think having him in the bedroom every now and then will be to bad” Axl 
smiled lazily but then something hit him.. 


"Duff where were you before?" Duff frowned, tilting his head in that cute way only he can do and not look like 
a jackass. Well he still looked kind of dumb..but in a sweet way. 


"Weeeellllll, we had no cigarettes so | bought some." Axl sneered, that wasn't all he knew it. 


"And, is there more to this little story?" Duff sighed before sticking out his bottom lip in a pout. 


"Fine." Duff huffed. Hah that rhymes.. 


"There was this guy and he looked really sad so | couldn't help but ask him if he wanted some cigarettes and 
he said no he didn't smoke and | was like no way your shitting me and he said he wasn't and that he was a 
priest at a church and | said shit coz' | said shit to a priest and he asked if | wanted to join the church and | 
said | have a friend that's gay so | can't and the priest told me to got to hell so | threw my cigarettes at him 


and ran away." 
"Oh. He..told you to go to hell, a priest? Are you sure he didn't say ‘going to hell and why can't *you* join if 
your friends gay?" Axl asked. Duff shrugged. 


"Maybe but | didn't care and it was just an excuse. Let's go to sleep now." Axl nodded feeling himself get a 
headache. 


'Gright" 


"Whatever" 


And so all was quiet not a mouse in sight and this story is over, fuck off but don't bite. | hope my sick brain 
has given you perverted thoughts to all AND MERRY GOODNIGHT.. 


Or however that thing goes, | don't Know. Go read a book or something. 


END! 
That was my fantasy, Izzy, Axl and Duff..that so rocked writing and | hope you all liked it. lim off the play my 


gameboy.l'm ZI and those things are still an addiction to me. l'm such a dork. 


